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The constant devotion that M'Whizzle showed!
His going, at great inconvenience, to find Old Joke!
What did she care, the irritating girl? She even
looked, her mother declared, sorry when Lochinvar
rang up on the telephone to announce that the horse
was found*
Maud never enjoyed a half-hour less than the one
spent in listening quietly while her parents, roused
by the tidings over the telephone, gave her their views.
What her mother said did not matter. But her step-
father was different. He was a man, she knew, who
would never wish anything for her but the best And
his heart seemed in this business. M'Whizzk, every-
thing that was good before, had in this last venture
proved himself to be that best thing of all in his eyes,
a 'good sport*
" And when you get a good sport/* said Mr Temple-
ton, his voice shaking with emotion, " take my advice,
and don't cast him aside without serious thought
For, as Fve proved in sixty years of life, there's no
good sport that isn't at bottom a good man/'
It was not in Maud to look at that kind red face
and moist blue eyes and show anger. Her reply was
non-committal, and seemed to satisfy him. After-
wards, on the veranda, it struck her that she had been
too non-committaL
She heard the gharry arrive, caught a glimpse of
the descending mullah, and hurried off to bed. It was
only under the stress of her mother's pressure that she
put on her dress again and came downstairs. They
were in the drawing-room, she had understood from
her mother* She entered, and tried too late to with-